A    CHRISTMAS    CAROL

watered, the lamps were trimmed, fuel was heaped
upon the fire; and the warehouse was as snug, and
warm, and dry, and bright a ball-room as you would
desire to see upon a winter's night.

In came a fiddler with a music-book, and went up to
the lofty desk, and made an orchestra of it, and tuned
like fifty stomach-aches. In came Mrs. Fezziwig, one
vast substantial smile. In came the three Miss
Fezziwigs, beaming and lovable. In came the six young
followers whose hearts they broke. In came all the
young meri and women employed in the business. In
came the housemaid, with her cousin, the baker. In
came the cook, with her brother's particular friend,
the milkman. In came the boy from over the way,
who was suspected of not having board enough from
his master; trying to hide himself behind the girl from
next door but one, who was proved to'have had her
ears pulled by her mistress. In they all came, one after
another; some shyly, some boldly, some gracefully,
some awkwardly, some pushing, some pulling; in they
all came, anyhow and everyhow. Away they all went,
twenty couples at once,; hands half round and back ~
again the other way; down the middle and up again;
round and round in various stages of affectionate
grouping; old top couple always turning up in the
wrong place; new top couple starting off again, as soon
as they got there; all top couples, at last, and not a
bottom one to help them! When this resxilt was
brought about, old Fezziwig, clapping his hands to